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broken by odd, unnatural mountains. But the terrain varies there because the 





Silent Zone moves, It moves slowly around the desert. 


The triangular Silent Zone hovering in Its north Mexican locus. 


So how does a zone move ? What moves is silence. Radio silence.. Radios just 


don't work in the Silent Zone. 


This was discovered in 1969 by Harry de la Pena, an engineer from Pemex, 
the Mexican national oil monopoly, who was prospecting for oil deposits in 
the desert near the town of Ceballos, Durango. De la Pena noticed that 
within certain boundaries his radio was unable to receive or contact 


Ceballos. There were no obstructions to explain this phenomenon. 


Puzzled, de la Pena returned to the Zone with a powerful transmitter- 
receiver and confirmed the existence of a discrete area of total radio silence.. 
Compasses go haywire in the area, and de la Pena, a specialist in metallurgy 
and chemical engineering, speculated that these unusual conditions were 


produced by enormous underground deposits of magnetic iron. 


Then, on July 11, 1970, an Atlas-Agena intercontinental ballistic missile of 
the Strategic Air Command was fired from a base in Utah, its target the 
White Sands Missile Range in New Mexico. The Air Force lost track of the 
100-foot, 265,000pound, multimegaton delivery device shortly after lift-off. 
After a few hours, they knew that it hadn't landed in downtown Albuquerque 
or Las Vegas. In fact, they knew that it must have come down in some real 
stix if nobody had noticed it. Analyzing the missile's last known trajectory, 
the Air Force was pretty surprised that it hadn't come down in downtown 
Gómez Palacio in Durango, Mexico. So, on August 2. after eighteen days of 
intensive search, they found the titanic titanium totaler in a large crater way 
out in the desert stix, a fucking long drive from the truck-stop town of 


Ceballos in the middle of nowhere in Mexico. 


This kind of thing doesn't happen often to the Strategic Air Command. They 
know that they wouldn't be allowed to keep all those 100-foot, 265,000- 
pound, suicidemission rockets if too many of them landed even in the 
suburbs of Albuquerque or Las Vegas. So it was indeed fortunate that this 
rare flop landed way outside of Ceballos, where even if it had landed 
downtown on Pepe's Tacos it would not have provoked an international 


incident, merely a large insurance settlement. 


But when one of these big birds goes haywire they damned well want to 
know why; so the SAC and NASA nabobs went batshit when the local 
Ceballos flyers and technicians told them about the Silent Zone, which, sure 
enough, they found too. With 265,000 pounds of top-secret hardware worth 
more per pound than Nova Scotia salmon lying in a Mexican hole for 


seemingly mysterious reasons, the brass began swarming on the Mexican 


MORE LIKE THIS 











GREAT INDOORS 


FEBRUARY 1987 


LE 


' SUPER SATIVA 


FEBRUARY 1987 


LE 


GRAVE-DIGGING 
WITH TIM WARREN 


FEBRUARY 1987 


HIGH TIMES GUIDE 
TO SATURDAY 
MORNING TV 


FEBRUARY 1987 


FEATURES | 
HASH MAKING WITH 
D.C. 


FEBRUARY 1987 


THE AMAZON RAIN 
FOREST: AN 
ENDANGERED 
RESOURCE 


FEBRUARY 1987 


MORE FROM THIS AUTHOR 


ew | 








INSIDE THE 
WORLD'S NERVOUS 
SYSTEM 


AUGUST 1978 


NATIONAL WEED 


THE PERVERSE 
DEMOCRACY OF 
AMERICAN SLEAZE 


DECEMBER 1916 


PISS. LEATHER AND 
WESTERN 
CIVILIZATION 


AUGUST 1976 


A GO-GO BY ANY 
OTHER NAME 


JUNE 1982 


NEW-WAVE 
REGGAE 


JULY 1919 


DEPARTMENTS 
RECORDS 


FEBRUARY 1979 


burg Ceballos like flies on a turd. NASA built runways in the desert. Wernher 


von Braun hopped out of his jet like Broderick Crawford in "Highway Patrol." 


Engineer de la Pena meanwhile ha- continued to investigate the Silent Zone 
itself, the area of radio silence., a few kilometers from the crash site. De la 
Pena, and scientists who accompanied him to the area, found the plant and 
animal life of the Zone to be mutant. The green cactus that covers all of 
Mexico is there clearly tinted purple, the centipedes are tinted purple and 
the turtles' shells are patterned in regular triangles, unlike all others of their 
species, which are marked with irregular hexagons. Samples of these turtles 
were sent to the University of California and classified as a new species. 
However, to the great surprise of the U of C docs, when the triangled turtles 


remained outside the Zone they reproduced traditional hexagonal turtles. 


The plant and animal life of the Silent Zone is mutant. The green cactus that 
covers all of Mexico is there clearly tinted purple, the centipedes are tinted 


purple and the turtles shells are patterned in regular triangles. 


The desert floor in the Silent Zone is littered with aerolites and tectites, 
metallic meteorites from the asteroid belt, from that plane of terrestrial 
trash thought by occultists to be the remnants of a planet pulverized by a 
collision with a comet, or, if you will, by nuclear annihilation. By the time the 
space rocks hit this desert, which is still littered with fossilized sea creatures 
from its days as ocean floor, they are small, having burned to bits on the long 
drop through air and shattered on impact. But the desert is littered with this 


space iron. 


Aerolites and tectites are extremely rare. They are only found in certain areas 
of the globe, and only a tiny percentage of those rocks that appear as 
shooting stars survive to strike the ground. But considering that it is 
estimated that only three to five meteorites strike the ground each year, the 


Silent Zone would seem to have a monopoly on a few million years. 


According to Flying Saucers magazine, Spring 1976, NASA at Cape Kennedy 
detected a large meteor approaching the earth on a collision course with a 
Mariner probe. The meteor allegedly swerved around Mariner, then crashed 


to th^arth in the vicinity of the Silent Zone. 


АП of this activity around the Silent Zone led NASA to speculate that the 
rotation of the earth created whirlpools in its magnetic field and in the Van 
Allen belt, the layer of ionized particles surrounding the earth that plunges 
in at the magnetic poles and causes the auroras borealis and australis. NASA 
investigators received many reports of strange lights in the sky around the 


Silent Zone, which might be accounted for by a mini-aurora effect. 


At any rate, NASA believed that this piece of seemingly worthless desert 


might have brought down their billion-dollar baby, and that was an 
extraordinary idea. A magnetic portal that seemed to admit or attract 
meteorites and rockets and repel radio waves —NASA couldn't help but 
check this place out as valuable real estate, possible spaceport or perhaps the 


real Bermuda Triangle. 


Speaking of the Bermuda Triangle, the Silent Zone would seem to have just 
the right, uh, vibes to make it the ideal occult vacation spot. I mean the 
Bermuda Triangle may or may not be a geophysical anomaly, but the fact is 
that it's hard to settle down there and look for the evidence. But the Silent 
Zone is a mystery spot with actual coordinates (25240 latitude, 105245” 
longitude) on solid ground, a zone of scientifically documented yet 
unexplained phenomena. Aquarians could have a field day on such a site. 


Wernher von Braun came back three times. 


For a mountain to play the role of Mount Analogue, I concluded, its summit 
must be inaccessible but its base accessible to human beings as nature has 
made them. It must be unique and it must exist geographically. The door to 


the invisible must be visible. —Mount Analogue, Rene Daumal 


The conquest of modern Mexico and this contribution of capital importance 
which Mexico can bring us today consist precisely in the discovery of those 
analogical forces thanks to which the organism of man functions in harmony 
with the organism of nature and governs it. And insofar as science and 
poetry are a single and identical thing, this is as much the business of poets 
and artists as it is the business of scientists.— What I Came to Do in 


Mexico," An tonin Artaud, El Nacional, 1956 


Could not radiation, cosmic rays, freak magnetism, the mysterious forces of 
the Zone spawn giant killer coliform dysentery creatures that can eat a 


person's bowels in four hours? 


Now what is New York ? 


Now what is New York? 


What could be New York ? 


Could that be where I was before I came here? 


To hear the horns of micro-organ animation blowing through the entirety of 


magnetic situations here? 


In a state of mind bordering on all the ages and speeds I can ever have ? 


Is that what the old girls call Karma ? 


Is that what the old girls call Karma? 


— Geography, Michael Brownstein 


My friend Ede told me about the Silent Zone. Ede is a photogra pher, and she 
spends alot of time traveling around for magazines like Smith sonian, 
photographing things like land trusts (i.e., large tracts of A-i turf where 
Aquarian populists are communally tilling the soil). A friend of Ede is Senor 
Guiller mo Bravo of Mexico City, publisher of OVNIS (a Mexican UFO 
bulletin), a public relations man and sometime anthropolo gist. Bravo would 
be leading an expedition to the Silent Zone, accompanying scien tists and 
Mexican government officials. Ede gave me the rundown on the Silent Zone. 
I decided to join up. Sure, it might be dangerous, but danger is my business. 


I'm a writer. 


Just to make things more interesting, I forgot to sleep before I left. Then 
there was the element of the unknown. Personally, I think the unknown is 
pretty silly, but when you start thinking about it a lot when you're not 
sleeping, it's possible to get into it. Just imagine that you're overtired and 
overworked and you're heading off for a little vacation in the Bermuda 
Triangle. Might not your overtaxed imagination begin to get sloppy? Might 
you not begin to construct a tragic plot around some imagined character, like 
yourself, in whom the gods have taken some petty interest and whose chorus 


is represented by cheap paperback books? It happens all the time. 


Somehow in my personal vortex an overwhelming urge to leave town had 
begun to struggle with a horrible fear of leaving. In New York the radio waves 
are everywhere. If you have the wrong kind of bridgework, you can never 


really sleep. For such a person, only the Silent Zone will do for real R & R. 


So Marilyn took me to the airport after we closed the bars and did the Market 
Diner and I had packed up my camping gear and dinner clothes. On the way 
to the airport she gave me a copy of Mount Analogue, which is the perfect 
book to take along to the Silent Zone. I also took copies of The Golden Bough 
by Sir James Frazer and Soft Machine by William Burroughs, in case I ran 


into any trouble with the natives. 


But I wasn't worried about that. Getting there would be half the hell of it, 
especially after seeing the Aero Mexico pilots and worrying about whether 
they could see over the dashboard. And the stewardesses with their 
overcooked flan complexions would be of little help. They would scarcely 
concern themselves with whether our seat belts were securely fastened and 
our cigarillos out. Anyway, we got up there all right —which is always half of 
it —and we even got down all right, although over Mexico City the pilots 
drove like Mexicans, banking the big DC-10 alarmingly and then landing so 
roughly that the inflight movie projector fell from the ceiling. But the 


hundreds of Mexican passengers1 applauded anyway. They still appreciate 


the little things down there. 


Now the only reason I’m telling you about how I felt instead of sticking to 
the straight facts on the Silent Zone is that pretty soon it gets to the point 
where I was thinking "Is it them or is it me?" and then later it gets to the 
point where I’m thinking “Is it it or is it me?" Which is probably one of the 


essential questions raised by the Silent Zone. 


Right outside the international airport in Mexico City is a big auto-repair 
shop with a great actual-size model flying saucer on the roof. Senor Bravo, 
UFOlogist extraordinaire, lives in the Zona Rosa, a very nice section of 
Mexico City, where I expected to attend a party and then rest for 48 hours 
before leaving for the Silent Zone. Due to a mix-up in communications, I 
arrived the day after the party and learned that we would leave for the desert 


in a few hours. 


Guillermo Bravo is an impressive man, especially in the context of Mexico 
where his 62” or so seems alien. He is well spoken in English as well as 
Spanish and dresses ultrafashionably. When I arrived, he was already dressed 
for the expedition in discoparamilitary style: fatigues, riding breeches, knee- 
high snake boots and a lot of jewelry. In fact, Bravo once owned and operated 
a disco up north, near the country where his grandfather had fought with 
Pancho Villa, near the country where his wife, Beatrice, an Aztec princess 


type who works as a nurse, was born and raised. 


Senor Bravo seems to have had numerous careers. A man with a good rap, he 
is as comfortable in the disco demimonde as in the occult beyond. His 
bookshelves are lined with occult and UFOlogy works. On his mantel is an 
orange crash helmet with his blood type marked on it in big black letters. 
Bravo is a Renaissance Mexican. Not only does he head OVNIS, a Mexican 
equivalent to American UFO societies like NICAP and MUFON, and publish 
its newsletter, but he is also attempting to establish an official government- 


funded UFO agency. 


The members of the expedition gathered in Bravo's apartment prove to be a 
crazy amalgam of UFOlogists, psychics, media movers and occult tourists. 
Most are paying to go to the Silent Zone. Everyone will work, scientific and 
parapsychological experiments will be conducted and we will meet up with a 
government group of scientists who will fly into the Silent Zone after we 
arrive. For a modest fee these Mexican cultists will be able to engage in a 


genuine far-out expedition to a zone of genuine cosmic-scientific anomaly. 


When I had first arranged to go along on this trip I was told that we would fly 
to the Silent Zone, about 1,000 kilometers north of Mexico City, in a 


eovernment plane. But now I was told that because of fidods near Monterrev. 


im] і J7 


the plane would be unavailable; we would have to drive. The scientists would 
still be ferried in by plane. It sounded suspicious, and I had no desire to set 
out on a 12-hour drive ,іп my psychically weakened condi tion. But drive I 


would, natch. 


The expedition was assembling. Parked in the street in front of Bravo's were 
Volkswagen campers sporting signs that named them Alpha, Beta, Gemini, 
etc., and assigned them functions —radio, infirmary, etc. An unusual group, 
to say the least, was arriving with enough supplies to mount a safari, while 
upstairs in Bravo's house the OVNIS organizers reviewed their intricate 
itinerary and experimental plans.The planning and the loading dragged on, 
so the Americans kibitzed and marveled at the disorganization of the 


neighboring nationals. 


My friend Ede was dying. That morning she'd thought it was a hangover from 
Guillermo's preexpedition party the night before. They'd spiked her 
lemonade with tequila. Now she feared beriberi and even more exotic 
diseases. Could she rally for the adventure? Ede dozed, and her beau Mark, a 
long-haired law student from New Orleans and avid High Times reader, 
joined this reporter in a preliminary discussion of the expedition's incipient 
incompetence over a few Tecate beers while the vans were loaded. Finally, 
when the gringos learned that the expedition would be cramming nine 
persons into each overloaded vehicle, a minor revolt was staged and 


departure was put off for a few more hours until another could be procured. 
(continued on page 59) 


While I'm watching him walk away, I notice him crumple and hit the dirt. 
Closer inspection reveals he's passed out in a cold sweat. "Тһе Silent Zone 


got те: he whispers. "Тһе Silent Zone got m& 
(continued from page 50) 


At one in the morning, after 41 hours of consecutive consciousness on the 
part of your reporter, we were off. It would take 12 hours steady driving to 
get there, said Comandante Bravo. That's a long drive, but fiery 
determination glowed in his eyes, and there was little doubt that we would 
drive straight through, if it took till the next afternoon, to reach El Zona del 


Silencio. 


Volkswagens roared in the night. The tropical rain poured down in a torrent. 
In the front seat of the lead vehicle, Bravo at the wheel, Beatrice in shotgun, 
the CB blared. It brought out the paramilitary disco in Bravo. ‘Alo Alpha,” he 
shouted, poking the antenna out the vent window as he floored the Volks 
down the Mexico City expressway. “Alo Alpha, Alo Alpha.” But it was not 


smokies worrving Senor Bravo. It was iust that this was an expedition. 


J vu , i 


Expeditions talk a lot on the radio. We didn’t want to lose any of our vehicles 
along the road. All were instructed to communicate every half hour. "Alo 
Alpha! Alo Alpha! Alo Alpha!” Later the radios would help us find the Silent 


Zone. 


In the back seat of the kommand kar, boredom raged and joints rolled. Your 
crazed reporter finally grabbed the CB and twanged in his best Texas trucker 
style, “Hello Alpha, this is Gringo. Do you read me? We got no smokies till 


Durango. Hello Big Bear, this is a convoy! !” 


Ede, Shelley, another gringo, and Mark had dropped off into anesthetic sleep. 
Up front the CB still droned on in military monotones like a Spanish dub of 
Thirty Seconds Over Tohyo. The Mexicans have none of the charming CB 
lingo that makes this obsession colorful stateside. Alo Alpha" had passed 


the point of no decency. 


J. Sitting in the facing seat was Ramón Thornassiny, a UFOlogist. Ramon has 
the face of Sancho Panza. He looks serious, almost obsessed; yet his face is 
as comic as the deadpan of Bill Dana's José Jimenez. I'm not about to go to 
sleep, because this convoy has it to the floor-yet huge semis covered in 
Christmas lights are roaring by, buffeting us half off the road. I don't want to 
die while asleep. So I says to Ramón, I says, 'So Ramón, what's your UFO theo 
ry?" Now, one look at Ramón will tell you that he has a UFO theory, but 


really, how could I have known ? 


His eyes gleaming through the darkness of the van, Ramón pulls away his 
poncho and points to the breast pocket of his olivedrab tailored jumpsuit. On 


it is embossed a gold sun emitting rays in a cross. 


"Our Lady of Fátima," Ramón whispers. "Answer the question of Our Lady of 


Fátima and you will answer the question of the UFOs." 


Our story takes us back a few years. It takes us back to New York. Ramón is a 
young Mexican businessman. He is living in New York, attending full-time 
English language classes. He wonders about the meaning of life but never 


comes up with much in the way of answers. 


Then one day he is walking to the United Nations building to take the tour. 
He is standing by the East River when he looks up in the sky at the sun over 
the UN. Something has happened to the sun. Just as Ramón looks at it, it 
goes into a spin. Ramón sees the sun spinning in the sky, just as the 
Portuguese children did at Fátima in 1917. The sun spins in the sky over the 
United Nations. And then, suddenly, the sun takes the form of a cross. Tears 
stream from Ramon's eyes. Why has he, a poor miserable sinner, been 


granted such a vision? 


This question haunts Ramón for days after the vision of the solar cross. He 
can think of nothing else. He returns to Mexico, quits his lucrative job as a 
car salesman and informs his wife that he is going to devote his life to 
answering the riddle of his vision of the sun. His wife does not take this news 
lightly, and a divorce ensues. But Ramón persists in his quest and begins 


serious study of religion, philosophy and the occult. 


Today, after five years of study, Ramón has the answer. He has the word. And 
now he plans to devote the rest of his life to spreading it. Ramón feels this 
mission to such an extent that his every move seems to spring from it. His 
presence exudes mission. The car is filled with it. But Ramón still smokes 
cigarettes, and so we hurtle on into the night, under an amazing canopy of 
stars, Ramón on Raleighs and faith, your reporter on Merits, marijuana, no 
sleep and grave doubts, the bus often on two wheels. Ramón speaks slowly in 


English, asking Guillermo a word every sentence or two. 


Ramón has merely given me the philosophical prelude. Ramón is a New 
Mexican. And the New Mexican exists. I have seen him. If you think the Age 
of Aquarius lasted 18 months instead of the scheduled 2,100 years, the New 
Mexican will hip you that you're wrong. Psychedelic may have left the 


centers, but it has penetrated the wilderness. 


Obviously Hispanic, possibly with no Indian blood, Ramón is still proud of 
his Mexican heritage. He sees the Mexican Indians as the heirs, along with 
ancient Egypt, of the superculture of Atlantis. Amazingly, he is able to see 
the ancient Indian religion and the Catholic religion that destroyed it as a 
perfect synthesis. This synthesis, though costly, was perhaps divinely 
ordained. Ramón sees himself and his initiated compatriots as the products 
of this union. Ramón rhapsodizes about the Mexican renaissance that's 
acoming and the times that are a-changing. The Age of Aquarius is alive and 


a-dawning in Mexico. 


Ramón looks out of the window into the sky. The theory is coming. But I 
intercept it. "I think I know what your theory is, Ramón." I do. Ramon’s 
theory is this: God is the sun. UFOs are God's interplanetary beepers. Signs 


in the sky. Sun/Son. 


Ramón is very excited by the fact that I have apprehended his flying saucer 
theory from the implications of his neo-Mayan, Roman Catholic, Spinoza- 
Jungian UFOlogy. But it really wasn't too hard to pick up. Take 2,000 years of 
Christianity, much of it in the delightful Hispanic style of the Grand 
Inquisitor, and graft it onto 2,000 years of divine solar cardiotomy and plant 
it in the middle of a century so apocalyptic that it is in astonishingly bad 


taste, and what else could you expect? 


"Iesus!" screams Guillermo as the van nearlv swerves off the mountain 


- 


expressway, narrowly missing a cannonballing double semi, the cab of which 


is decked out in Christmas lights and a Nativity shrine. 


"Look at that,” he yells, pointing up to the sky. 


Ramón saw it. I didn't. Something. A light in the sky. We drive on. Ramón 
continues to expound his theory. The sun is God, and the sun/son pun is the 
basis of occult Christianity. When the sun spun in the sky over the UN it was 
communicating directly with Ramón, illuminating him, choosing him. 
Ramón has big plans. He plans to make a major revelation soon. I ask him 
what it is, I press him, but he won't tell me. He will make this revelation only 


in 


(continued on page 98) 


If you think the Age of Aquarius lasted 18 months instead of the scheduled 
2,100 years, the New Mexican will hip you that you re wrong. Psychedelic 


may have left the centers, but it has penetrated the wilderness. 


(continued from page 59) 


the Silent Zone. 


I persist, and I find that what Ramón will explain is why Our Lady of Fátima 
is the key to UFOs. Ramón, exhausted from a complete resumé of his beliefs, 
drops off. Guillermo is out of radio contact with the other vans. There is 
silence. Your reporter stares into the incredible heavens, imagining each 


point of light that shoots through the sky as a god. 


Shooting star. Out here you see them. But then another light moves 

strangely through the sky. It executes a maneuver impossible for an ordinary 
aircraft. Is it? Is it? No. No, it's not. Just a light from the horizon caroming off 
the side windows. The hours pass, and the van seems hurtling toward certain 
doom as the moon goes down and the silent Spaniard keeps it to the floor, 
drifting the mountain bends, jockeying with hellbent buses and trucks on the 
road, which is now a two-lane blacktop. I smoke dope and try chanting Om 

to keep the car on the road. Is Guillermo insane? The light creeps up, 
revealing a strange landscape —gnarled mountains, spines of giant monsters 


surfacing in the plain, odd cones. 


They say you have to be careful about the water in Mexico. Major roadside 
towns have water stops with signs that say 'good water." Just to be on the 
safe side I drank a couple of Bohemia beers for breakfast with the eggs. I 
would recommend this to travelers in Mexico. And as I ate breakfast I 
hummed the Doors line, "Woke up this morning and got myself a beer/The 


future's uncertain and the end is always near." 


So let's skip over the next 12 hours, when not much happened beside driving 
down a piece of pavement straighter than most people could possibly 
imagine through the most empty countryside you could ever find. A lot of CB, 
Mexicans getting mad at Americans for refusing to stop in certain 
restaurants, Ede getting sicker and me drinking more beer without ice and 
smoking more dope and getting a little angry about an at-least-eight-hour 


underestimate of driving time. 


Then, despite Guillermo's proclaimed intention of keeping the vans together, 
or at least within CB range, his fanatic, to-thefloor driving won out, and by 
morning we'd lost the other vehicles. The highway was marked with crosses 
every few miles. Victims of horrible accidents on this highballing highway. 
My uncle is over there, points Guillermo. The road used to curve off over 
there. In another spot there are a dozen little crosses; yes, the famous 
school-bus crash in which a sideswiping truck claimed the heads of 12 


children. 


So we've been driving for about 20 hours when we hit Ceballos —a truck-stop 
town in cactus country on the road to Texas — the closest on-the-road 


location to the Silent Zone. 


We feel incredible relief reaching Ceballos. The restaurants aren't too bad. 
The Silent Zone is supposed to be just a few hours off the road. The gringos 
can't believe that we drove straight through 20 hours —and are unanimously 
for checking into the Ceballos hotel, if there is one. But there is no stopping 
Guillermo. Eat, get water and gasoline, see the guide to the Silent Zone trail 


and head out off the road. 


We go to the guide's house. Guillermo has explained that this man will put 
us on the path. The guide is a solid, officiallooking man carrying a pistol. I 
learn that he is the comandante of the federales for miles around only after 
he has already found me in the van, poring over the map with a large splif. 
He is a friend of Guillermo's and doesn't even blink. Later I wonder at my 


possible fate as a tourist in the same situation. 


The comandante has a large comfortable house with a half-assembled Piper 
plane kit in the backyard and dozens of large, oddly shaped stones arranged 
around the flower garden. The stones are from the Silent Zone. They are 
large meteorites —and most are certainly “UFO-shaped,” symmetrical globes 
with saucer-shaped rims on top. They are so convincingly weird that one 
would almost suspect some concrete-Cardiff-giant-type hoax as their origin, 
but after seeing the comandantes collection of smaller space rocks, the 


design seems to be just naturally weird. 


At this point, things start to get really weird. We've been on the road for 24 


hours. It takes a long time to get the pure water and gasoline loaded up on 
the vans. Guillermo's motorcycle, up to now hitched to the back of our van, 


has to be rearranged. There might be too much weight. 


Your reporter, senseless with lack of sleep, beer and drugs, offers to ride the 
motorcycle to the Silent Zone. Guillermo considers this an excellent idea — 
but the next two hours of kicking, pushing and pulling it aren't enough to 
turn it over. Everyone is getting annoyed. Guillermo's wife bursts into tears 
and walks to the Ceballos bus stop to catch the next one back toward Mexico 
City. Their reconciliation eats up another hour. It is quite late when we 
finally head down the street that turns to a dirt road and leads to the Silent 


Zone. 


Our "guide," the pistol-packing Comandante, whom we've tipped for this 
service, drives us well into a field and onto a dirt path. In a few minutes, 
we're on our own, on our way to El Zona del Silencio. In the back of Gemini, 
the leading van, the gringos are grumbling. What's the fucking hurry? Why 
can't we sleep here? But the single-mindedness of our leader is impressive. 
He's acting like Nixon. Not only are we going to the Silent Zone, but we are 
going in disco-paramilitary style. Are we not men? Except for the women, of 


course. It would seem that we stop for nothing. 


Then again, we do stop when we run out of road and get bogged down in 
some poor farmer's furrows. We go back the way we came and look for 
another road. We drive in circles for an hour. Guillermo has been here before. 
It was in the daytime, of course, but he knows the right direction, and with 
the aid of the gringo Mark on the compass we manage finally to get pointed 
in the right direction. We take another dirt path, along property lines, but 
finally the path seems to fork or disappear. We are getting away from the 


farms of Ceballos. The stars are out, but the moon is disappearing fast. 


We are coming to a fork. The road is supposed to turn, but it is running along 
a dry riverbed and it's hard to tell them apart. Eerie hills lie ahead in the 
darkness. Suddenly а red flash lights up the night ahead. Guillermo yells. I 
see it. It looks like a brilliant red question mark quickly drawn in the sky and 
then erased. The convoy stops. Thirty Mexican UFOlogists are very excited, 
and four gringos are very puzzled. All of Ramon 5 suspicions are confirmed. 
Looked like an odd flare to me, but coming from the middle of nowhere it 


casts some interesting doubts. 


Everyone is out of their vans, milling with excitement, having seen a sign 
from the Silent Zone. Unfortunately we run out of road. It is nowhere to be 
found. It is decided that we will send out four men, two to the right and two 


to the left, to look for the road. 


Meanwhile your gringo reporter tries to read our location from the sinister 


mountain shapes in our path, checking them against the map in the dying 
light of the moon. Mark, the other gringo hombre, leaves in one of the 
scouting teams. He takes the path to the right, down the dry riverbed. Watch 
out for quicksand, says Guillermo. Mark isn't afraid. He walks off straight 
ahead between the sinister mountains into the kind of terrain that's nearly 
always fatal to foreigners in Paul Bowles novels, exactly in the direction of 


the unidentified flying red question mark. 


The minutes tick by. Ede is sleeping in the back of the van. Your reporter is 


discussing mutiny with Shelley. It is ob- 


viously symptomatic of mania that after 27 grueling hours on the road we 
are poking around in the dark looking for a trail that will be perfectly obvious 
with the dawn's early light; so why the fuck can’t we sleep here? But 
Guillermo, acting a part right out of the Spanish-dubbed version of Back to 


Bataan, is insistent on pressing on. 


One group of searchers comes back. Then one other man. Mark hasn't 
returned. Minutes pass. Mark is overdue. We blow the van horns. Whistle on 
our whistles. Mark has one too, but there is no answer. Has he been 
swallowed up by the Silent Zone? By the unidentified flying question mark? 
By Indians suspicious of an American hippie in a boy scout uniform poking 
around at 5:00 A.M. in the-middle-of-nowhere Mexico? Or by quicksand, 
perhaps? The plots of horror movies flash through my mind — It Came from 
Another World, Invasion of the Body Snatchers. Even if Mark does return, 


will he be the same Mark? 


Cautiously we head down the trail where Mark disappeared. The dry river 
leads to a swampy lake. Our cries echo across the desolate darkness to no 
avail. Real panic sets in. We return to the vans and wait. Finally he shows up. 


He was only a little lost. 


Now Bravo sets off in one van, looking for the road. He finds it, and again we 
head off into the night, driving a kilometer or two before we are lost again. 
The moon sets. This time the American insurrection is successful. Solidarity 
pays off. We refuse to budge. Bravo yields. We set up our tents and sack out. 


Your reporter has been awake 68 hours. He goes to sleep. 


A few hours later the sun is beating on our nylon tent like a hammer, and the 
horrible chain-saw scream of Guillermo's bike finally coming to life blasts us 
awake. Bravo is off on the bike to find the road. The light of day shows we are 
truly in the middle of nowhere. But at least we find what there is of the road, 
and we press on. It's desert driving, and every few hours the lead van dies. 
Thanks to the gringos' basic motor skills, it manages to get going each time. 
Remember the Maya had no wheel. And after a few hours off the road, 


keeping the chock-full vans rolling becomes critical. It's hot as hell and a 


day's walk to anywhere. Cattle skeletons appear on the desert. But on we 


press. 


By the time the sun hits zenith, we come to a river. It's a dry river. But not 
dry enough, and its banks are a sheer drop of about eight feet. Most of the 
bottom is quicksand. The river ford is right in front of us. It's very muddy in 
spots, and very steep on the other side, impassable as is. On our right a deep 


gully prevents any progress. 


А van sets out on the left to find another ford. There isn't one. If we can get 
across this, says Guillermo, after about 35 hours of incredibly tedious 
driving, then we'll be able to get to the Silent Zone. Out come the picks and 
shovels, and after a hard dig, all of the vans make it across, and we are home 


free. 


Bravo drove on furiously over a nearimpassable rutted trail. Frequently his 
disabled motorcycle would dislodge itself from the microbus, causing us to 
stop for elaborate knot-tying discussions in Spanish. But before sundown we 
managed to arrive at a ranch not a kilometer from the Silent Zone. The arch 
of a ruined building surrounded by a stone wall of lunar-looking rocks seems 
to be the gateway to the Silent Zone. A NASA airstrip adjoins the camp —an 
area cleared of cactus on the flat desert floor—where the scientific 


expedition would land, hopefully, in 40 hours. 


Here it was —gateway to the Silent Zone. We had driven for approximately 57 
hours. We had reached a place that could pass for the middle of nowhere. We 


were on the verge of the Silent Zone. 


But we were hot and tired, covered with dust, aching from sitting for days 
and nights. The map showed a lake nearby. We set off from the local rancho 
past a few cattle grazing on the desert greens, past cattle bones, past gullies 
that looked like their ooze bottoms contained saber-toothed tigers, ancient 
men and an old car or two. Weird mountains lurked in the distance. "Under- 
the-volcano" territory, it was. But the map showed the lake to be a green 


grassy oasis in this bleak land —and we were going to swim. 


Finally, after a few more hours and a gringo takeover of navigation, we 
reached the lake. It was indeed a green spot with shade trees. It was also the 
turf of a very large herd of cattle —some of which seemed like fellas —that 
didn't seem ready to relinquish the lakeside. But finally they moseyed off. 
The field proved to be cowpie city, and the lake looked similarly spiced and 
muddy besides. But the kids with us, the sons of Mr. Ken Smith, an American 
retired from ABC radio and now a top Mexican TV commentator, took a dip 
and came back without leeches. Feet were soaked, and a meal was rustled up 


by the cook, a short, swarthy cleaver artist. 


Mutiny had been in the air for many hours. Although Guillermo Bravo had 
remained charming and urbane, he had also terrorized the gringos with his 
macho unstoppability. The Mexicans were still pissed at the gringos for 
refusing to stop at certain restaurants along the way. The meal made things 
worse. Not quite enough food is dispersed, and the gringos can't believe that 
things are being rationed. The dirty little spies seem to be hogging all the 
food. 


Persistence pays off. We are finally fed, but tempers are up. The sun is 
sinking. The gringos want to sleep here by the lake, under the trees on the 
soft grass. The majority of Mexicans want to head back and sleep in the 
Silent Zone. A meeting is held, arguments are presented, the gringos are 
defeated and we head back to the Silent Zone. We can't blame them for 
wanting to sleep in the Zone, though. We've driven like maniacs to reach it. 


We need sleep, perchance to dream. 


Driving back to the area by the ranch where the Silent Zone is supposed to 
be located we play Rolling Stones tapes and knock back some brandy. We get 
there by dark. The vans have used half their gas. We are carrying some 
reserve, but we'll be here for days. Hmm. At the ranch we pick up a cowboy 
who guides us through the darkness to the landing strip, and we make our 


camp next to it. 


Mark, who sports excellent camping equipment, much of it dating back to 
boy scout jamborees, and your reporter set up the tents while Bravo and his 
deputies try to find the Silent Zone with their CBs, wandering out into the 
cactus blackness with flashlights, calling out, Alo Alpha! Alo Alpha!" 
Comandante Bravo doesn't find the Silent Zone that night, and after a nice 
meal of sandwiches and hot chocolate we tuck ourselves in — near, if not in, 


the Silent Zone. 


SAC and NASA nabobs went batshit when they heard this seemingly 
worthless piece of desert might have brought down their million-dollar 


missile. 


The sky out here looks like Space. Is this the doorway to another dimension? 
Thinking about the folks back in Manhattan, it seems it must be that. Sleep 


falls near the Silent Zone. 


The next morning I have no recollec tions of any dreams. It's fucking hot. It 
is Saturday. We plan to find the Silent Zone. Ramón plans to give his talk 
Saturday night to boost everyone's morale. He will make a startling 
announcement, he says. While we drive toward the mete orite area, Ramón 
tells me that on this night, for the first time, he will reveal the contents of 


the letters presented to the children at Fétima by the Blessed Virgin Mary for 


the Pone 
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The last of these letters was to be opened in 1960, during the papacy of the 
New Frontier Papa, John XXIII. But the revelations, whatever they were, were 
never passed on to the body of the Church. What was the Pope hiding? Was it 
the date of the Second Coming? A prediction of war? The end of the world? 
An April fool's joke? Ramón has found out, and we shall be the first to know. 


And we shall hear it in the Silent Zone, assuming we find it. 


The meteorite area is fascinating. This land was once an ocean, then a lake. 
The desert, for miles around, is littered with rocks; many of the rocks are 
fossils, many of them aerolites and tectites of extraterrestrial origin. We pick 
up a lot of rocks, find some plants that certainly look mutant and off-color. 
Guillermo finds purple cactus. But still the CBs chatter away. No silence.. 
There are some particularly bizarre mountains which, Ramon explains, were 
carved by an ancient race of cave dwellers who survived the flood and re- 
formed the mountains into fantastic shapes of gods, mortals and beasts. 
Certainly the imaginative eye can read much in many of the weirdo peaks of 


Mexico, that we'll grant you. 


Heading back to our camp, the lead van, Senor Bravo at the wheel, died. It 
wouldn't restart. The gringos tried their tricks of cleaning out the air filter, 
cleaning the spark plugs and cooling the coil. Nothing. We are marooned for 
a few hours while the other van on this jaunt heads back to camp for help. 
The sun beats down like Death Valley. One vehicle down and four to go. The 
rescue van comes and we head back to camp. The gas and water are going 
fast. Water's not a big problem; the ranch has a good well. The water looks a 
little alive, but it can be boiled. In a fit of good will we gringos even drink a 
bit of it as we stand around recuperating, throwing buckets over each other 


bathing. 


Guillermo wears a Star of David pendant. He's not Jewish, though. In fact he 
was raised a Huguenot. The six-pointed star is an energy generator, says 
Guillermo. He says he learned to use his in the Rose Cross Degree of the 
Masons. Guillermo is a Mason. He says that you really don't get anywhere in 


Mexican politics unless you are a right worshipful brother. 


Another member of the expedition wears the same pendant. She is the 
Mexican voice of “I Dream of Jeannie.” She is not a Mason and, Guillermo 
ventures, probably doesn't know how to do it. She is a well-preserved, 
jumpsuited hot tamale of a woman, fortyish, belongs to some popoccult 
society and is traveling with a jumpsuited, impish Latin lover of about 18. 
They make out constantly. She strips nekkid at the well in front of the 


rosarywielding local cowboys who don't look away, but blush. 


A group of psychics is aboard to perform tests. Gravity, according to some 
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tellers, 15 less in tne эпепг Zone. Accoraing to tne Vepartment or 
Parapsychology at the University of North Carolina, psychic-test results were 
improved in descending elevators. Would the Silent Zone prove to have 
unusual parapsychological properties? One of the psychics, a short, burly 
man in lederhosen, proved to be a captain in the Mexican police. He bragged 
to us of busting hundreds of kilos of coke and grass. We called him the 
Psychic Narc, a man more valuable in his work than a trained German 


shepherd and a flatfoot all in one. 


The cowboys at the ranch near our camp live in the nineteenth century, 
except that they don't have to worry about bandidos and they live within a 
day's drive of CocaCola. They are embarrassed by the Aquarian city 
Mexicans; yet they are very hospitable, sharing their water and inviting the 
expeditioners into the house to see their collection of meteorities, 
arrowheads and fossils. They make a show of the collection by playing poker 
for it under replicas of the Sacred Heart, the BVM and various saints. They 
shared their fresh milk and Nescafé with us. They gave us rattlesnakes and 


horseback rides. We gave them some brandy and some pesos. 


What was the Pope hiding? Was it the date of the Second Coming? A 


prediction of war? The end of the world? An April fool's joke? 


One of the cowboys had lived in Chicago but didn't like it and came back. He 
said the hills around the Silent Zone once grew marijuana. No more. He had 
tried it but didn't like it too much. The cowboys told the interested 
UFOlogists that they had seen some strange lights in the sky. Guillermo had 
taken a pretty good UFO photo on his last trip to the area. But the cowboys 
didn't seem to be UFO believers. They had seen strange lights, but the Atlas- 


Agena must have been a pretty strange light; so who knows what gives. 


One thing is certain. Many of the expeditioners expected to see UFOs. As the 
sun sank over the western mountains, belief rose from the east till it was so 
thick you could cut it with a machete. Ramón seemed to glow. We were all 
feeling the presence of the Silent Zone. Your reporter, a fanatical skeptic, 
would not have been surprised to see a hot pink UFO land and disgorge a 


troupe of Tibetan hurdy-gurdy grinders. 


"[ don't feel good,” says Mark. Ede is still on her back in the gringo tent. 
Mark goes to lie down. Later he wanders out. He's got Montezuma's revenge. 
He heads out into the cactus behind the camp to relieve himself. While I’m 
watching him walk away, I notice him crumple and hit the dirt. Closer 
inspection reveals he's passed out in a cold sweat. "Тһе Silent Zone got me,” 


he whispers. "The Silent Zone got me." 


Something unspoken has passed between the Americans. Ede is down. Mark 


is down. Shelley doesn't feel too good. Your reporter feels OK but is worried. 


If the cacti, the centipedes and the tortoises are mutant, why not the 
bacteria, the very viruses of the Silent Zone? Could not radiation, cosmic 
rays, freak magnetism, the mysterious forces of the zone spawn giant, killer 
coliform dysentery creatures that can eat a person's bowels in four hours? 
We didn't know. Sitting over Mark in the tent, listening to him moan, out of 


his head, "Тһе Silent Zone got me' he seemed to be making a lot of sense. 


After dinner Saturday night a big bon fire is set for Ramón's major revela 
tion. Everyone gathers-Ramón has a prepared text, "The Occult Letter of 
Fátima." Ramón is still dressed in the uniform of his mission, a smartly 
tailored, olive-drab polyester jumpsuit embossed with the solar cross of his 
UN vision. Ken Smith, the American expatriate, will translate Ramón's 
revelation for the gringos. The Silent Zone sky is as clear as Star Trek country 


— perhaps Ramón's speech will be accompanied by a sign, eh ? 


Ramón's eyes are glowing like cigarillos as he takes the desert floor. He 
announces that he is about to make a major revelation having to do not only 
with the secret of the saucers but also with the letters presented to the 
children of the Fátima miracle by the Blessed Virgin Mary for conveyance to 
the Pope. The last letter was to be opened by Pope John XXIII, but he never 


revealed its contents. 


Ramón says that according to one Gordon Creighton, a British diplomat and 
officer of Her Majesty's Secret Service, the letter deals with the mystery of 
UFOs. No, Ramón has not had a Deep Throat contact in the Vatican. He has 
learned the secret of the Fátima letters and of UFOs through his years of full- 
time meditation on the problems presented by his UN vision. He recounts 


the vision for the expedition. 


Ramón saw the sun spin in the sky. This was the vision initially reported by 
the children at Fátima and apparently later seen by the thousands who 


gathered in the Portuguese sheep pasture. 


On May 15, 1917, three children of the village of Aljustrel, Portugal —Lucy, 
10, Jacinta, 7, and Francisco, 9 —were walking through a hollow near their 
village when they noticed two flashes in the sky. Then a ball of light 
appeared over a tree in the hollow, and in it was a young girl dressed in 
white. She didn't identify herself but said she was from heaven and asked the 
children to appear in the same spot on the same day of the month at the 
same time for the next six months. She told them to say their rosaries for 


peace. 


The vision was repeated in July. The girl repeated her first message and then 
gave Lucy what is known as the Message of Fátima, two parts of which Lucy 
related to her bishop in 1938 and the third part of which was set down in a 


letter to be opened by the Pope in 1960. The August meeting did not take 


place, because the children were temporarily kidnapped by an official; but on 
August 19, the children met her in another place and were promised proof on 
October 15. At the September 15 apparition, members of the crowd did not 
see the girl but did see a glowing ball in the sky and white petals of light 
falling. 


What occured on October 15, 1917, is known as the Miracle of Fátima. About 


75.000 people gathered at the sight of the vision. It was raining, and the 
crowd waited under umbrellas. When the girl appeared, she identified herself 
as the Lady of the Rosary. She instructed the children to say the rosary daily 


and told them the war would soon end. 


The rain stopped. The clouds parted and the sun emerged. The sun seemed 
to rotate, shooting off colored rays, and it seemed to dance about the sky, 
according to newspaper reports, making impossible movements and 
seemingly about to crash to earth. Тһе sun was described as “а crown of fire, 
empty in the middle. It went around itself and moved across the sky. It could 
be seen behind the clouds and in between them, rolling around and moving 


horizontally." This phenomenon was observed from as far away as 18 miles. 


For Ramón, this miraculous sighting by 75.000 Portuguese is the world's 
greatest UFO sighting. He cites other solar apparitions but wastes no time 
stating his hypothesis that the secret of UFOs and the secret letter of Our 


Lady of Fátima are one and the same. 


"The famous secret of the occult letter of Fátima is: the letter is from the 
sun; the letter is from the living star, the letter of universal life; the letter of 
the sun is responsible for the apparitions." Ramón believes that the sun is a 
living, sensing being which rules its system. It is the God of the Egyptians 
and the Mexicans as well as of the Jews and of Christ. Not only is the sun the 
source of our light, heat and magnetic energy: it is the source of the astral 


fluid, the source of living energy. 


Ramon cites biblical instances of visions of the sun and historical visions of 
the type collected by Charles Fort. He also cites latter-day UFO sun visions. 
Since we know that sunspots and the cycle of the sun have a profound effect 
on our biosphere, supposing “all is sentient,” should not the sun be capable 
of true deity? Ramon compares a photograph of an eclipse of the sun's 
corona with the corona of rays emitting from a human finger in a Kirlian 
photograph. UFOs are the phenomenal messengers of the sun, working 
through the subtle vibrational infinities of energy in order to prove superior 
intelligence to humanity, he proclaims. What humanity does not realize is 


that this superior intelligence resides in a star, not an alien race. 


Ramón believes that his theory can be, and soon will be, verified by science. 


Indeed, if science were to apply its great powers toward this proposition, it 
should be possible for humanity to communicate with an intelligence of 


infinite proportion, with light itself. 


Ramón's speech is well delivered; yet no signs accompany it, and it fails to 
electrify the Mexicans gathered around the campfire. But Ramón has 
electrified himself, and the hush of nature and the expedition respect this. 
Ramón is prophesying. He believes that he is making as important а 
revelation as that made by John the Divine in terms of human destiny. And 
Ramón becomes specific. He announces that an earthquake will strike 
Durango—he gives no date —and then he predicts a unique solar event for 


the following day. A sign. And, perhaps, a terrible earthquake. 


ow, your reporter does not wish to give the impression that he scoffs at 
Ramon prophecy or his philoso phy. In fact, your Celtic correspondent 
views sun worship as an infinitely more sensible, and aesthetically 
acceptable, form of religion than Christianity, which itself may have been a 
solar-cult revival challenging a deadeningly orthodox state of paganism. In 
fact, he thinks that Ramón's explanation of the UFO phenomenon is less 
upsetting than Von Dàniken humanoidism, which challenges humanity's 


primacy as the crown of creation. 


When confronting the concept of "superior humanoids" your reporter is 
always plagued by the fear that they should prove to be hairless, humorless, 
interstellar Adam-12s, preferring the cold ratios of the void to the Edenic 
utopia of palm trees, hula skirts and one-finger poy. Perhaps it is the sin of a 
Miltonian Satanist, but sun worship does grant humanity terrestrial 


supremacy under the domination of a benign genius. 


No, what bothers this reporter about Ramón is the nature of his belief—not 
its object. Your reporter might even hold the same doctrine as the banzai 
Mexican; yet he finds the trappings of this prophecy, the style of the 
speculative UFOlogist, the craving for deliverance from the pleasures as well 
as the pains of normal terrestrial existence somehow tasteless distractions 
from the real business of life. Ramón scans the sky for miracles, tripping over 
the rocks in the desert. Yes, what troubles your reporter about Ramón is his 
Belief. It overwhelms all other aspects of his personality—it is an obsession. 


He sees things, but only for proof and opportunities for spreading the word. 


The moon is near full over the camp. It looks good to your reporter. And 
where does Isis fit into Ramón 's cosmology? And come to think of it, after 
two thousand years of burning sun worshipers and deviants, how come the 


sun is still speaking to the Pope? 


The Mexicans still sit very silently. Do they believe Ramón? Or are they 


spooked by his prediction of earthquake, impending apocalypse and a solar 


apparition on the morrow? They may just be tired. Ramón calls up all of his 
powers as an orator to ask that the entire expedition join him at sunrise to 
say the Lord's Prayer to the sun. It is, Ramón explains, a prayer to the sun 
written by the son of the sun, Jesus Christ. Ramón leaves. The group sits in 


silence. and retires one by one as the fire burns down. 


The sun comes, on schedule. АП of the Mexicans assemble and hail the sun. 


"Our Father, who art in heaven ..." 


The Americans sleep on, dreamless, in the Silent Zone. Mark and Ede are still 
down with the Silent Zone's revenge, and Shelley, a neo-Dadaist painter from 
Queens, and yours truly are not about to petition the Lord communally with 


prayer with a bunch of Mexicans we're not too crazy about; so we sleep on. 


Mark and Ede recovered themselves enough to function. Senor Bravo again 
led an expedition out to find the Silent Zone with CBs. He never did actually 
locate it on this trip, although he'd managed to do so before. He claimed that 
it moves and that there are more specific areas of radio silence. but that they 
are elusive. We did see purple cactus and strange vegetation, we did see a 
shitload of meteors and an unidentified flashing question mark, and we did 
pick up the Silent Zone flu. But I do think it's there, the Silent Zone. I did feel 


silence. on my radio. 


The psychics had better luck, though. Conducting some standard parapsych 
tests, the psychic narc and his friend, a medium, managed to come up with a 


90percent mark. 


The government expedition of scientists never zoomed down out of the sky. 
They were, perhaps, grounded by the lack of planes, which supposedly put 
our group in vans. But by the end of our stay the gringos were very 
suspicious of the reliability of OVNIS and its officers, and very appreciative 
of the civilization awaiting us at the end of another 55 hours of rolling 
torture. And Ramón's sign from the sun never came. Was it because the 


gringos didn't pray El Sol? 


On the return trip we couldn't help but think even more of Bravo and Ramón, 
although we were by now convinced that each was totally off the wall in his 
own way. Bravo was a Renaissance man with a Mediterranean living-room 
set. He was disciplined, soldierly, mystical, intelligent, a born leader—yet he 


was also a maniac, a hustler, out of touch with reality and unreliable. 
(continued on page 110) 
(continued from page 105) 


Ramón was a man totally given to Belief, a man drunk with his vision of God 


—yet he was foolish, unconsciously humorous in his humorlessness. 
Although there was no developed friendship between the two men, one 
could not help but see them as the New Mexico. Guillermo Bravo, with his 
disco-paramilitary psychic hustle, and Ramón Thomassiny, with his faith to 
burn, presented a matched pair—Don Quixote and Sancho Panza, 


Montezuma and his human footstool. 


Yes, Mexico had an ancient heritage of magical religioscientific civili zation. 
Perhaps a new synthesis of religion and science could occur here. A new 
theocracy, a new breed of political UFOlogists, could be born from the vast 
resources of native belief, relatively untapped in recent times, providing the 


masses with a new scenario for the miraculous. 


Your reporter, recharged by his exit from the Silent Zone, did a lot of driving 
on the trek back to Mexico City. He drove all night, while Bravo and Beatrice 
dozed. Distant lightning illuminated the west. Bravo woke up and saw the 
flashes. It took 15 minutes before the flashes on the horizon were 
pronounced lightning. The UFOs did not swoop down over the road. Ramón 
had made a major prophecy, but the sightings he expected and the sign from 


the sun had not come. 


Your reporter whistled to stay awake and thought of a nice Ezra Pound line. 


"The gods have not returned./They never left./They have not returned." 


And, lighting up a cigarette, he swigged on a Coca-Cola, which is as good in 


Mexico as it is on 42nd Street. 


Driving through Durango, we noticed it was still there; the earthquake had 
not hit. But then we hit Mexico City and picked up the papers. A few things 
had happened. The sister of the president-elect had narrowly escaped death, 
and her chauffeur had not, when her limo was riddled by guerrilla bullets. 
And anarchists had blown up the basilica at Guadalupe, and New York had 
been hit by a terrible hurricane. The first Mexican reports called it the worst 


disaster since Galveston. 


Ramon burned with excitement. More signs! More signs! We had been in the 
Silent Zone, under the full-mooned clear sky, when the storm tore into the 
city, wiping it out and killing thousands. The minutes before we were able to 
call the city were agony. Then we learned that nobody was dead, although 
the Connecticut tobacco crop had been severely threatened. News lag — 
that's another terrifying form of radio silence.. But everything was O.K. Long 


distance is the next best thing to being there. 
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